Pritvi________________________________85
handle, or by my Lord's wrath, you shall be cut to size. Do not pride over your thick-set-ness. All right who is that follower?
Rohini     : Prajapati-sent.
Pritvi       : I abhor thy ruddy rrudeness!
Rohini : Sorry, Mother, I am a poor wain. But a wheeling sequence. May I help thee spin?
Pritvi : Tush. You cusp of moon!,- Lo! Deflects another, I sniff musk. Is this Lord's arrow??
Mrgasiras: Pritvi. I am of thy cenote. That smoke antelope shaped as it well'd up, Lord aimed my head. I am properly His Havis. You may call me back.
Pritvi : Intervene not. I'm in tight embrace with my Lord. I hate the very arrow that sever' d thy head. Let my womb be the quiver to collect Lord's darts.
Ardra     : I moisten at this very site. I feel that something storms me adown to be with you. There is an inner run of a fluid. Aren't I a liquid gem! Eye me please.
Pritvi : Let Rudra make you weep or cry. Don't crave the sky I hold within. He, My Lord is mine.
Punarvasu: Dear one, I am Aditi-sent I know the Mother-in-you Let my recursion be good. Admit my double of goodness in.
Pritvi : Vasu, I have shut myself in. Why seek a chamber in the globule of me. No mother, I shall turn thy mother-in-law.nuxLope of thought Mathura to host.                                     Ets and sacred scripture As one l-know-not-field, a great hiccup Of analytical thought, its stricture In an envelop in unconvey'd step Towards yours, a draperied picture! destiny, yuga and its mime.
